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once ostracized by the rest. It was only after weeks of
sackcloth and ashes that I could get any of them to
speak to me. But it "all came right on the night/5
and I took it out of some of them when it came to
examinations.

Wren used to coach most of the men who "went
up " for the Diplomatic and Indian Civil Services and
the Foreign Office, whilst Surridge had the cream of the
rest. A large proportion of the distinguished home civil
servants of the last fifty years were my fellow-pupils at
Surridge's.

Next to the army the trade which appealed to me
most was surgery. One of my few chums at Sur-
ridge's was the son of an eminent surgeon who was
on the staff of Middlesex Hospital, and under his kind
auspices I was for some six months allowed to attend
lectures there and occasionally operations. I became
obsessed with a longing to become a surgeon, a longing
which has lasted my life; but I had to give it up because
it would have entailed my drawing on my mother's
slender resources.

A "beautiful operation" is a fascinating sight. I
have been "on the slab" myself, chiefly owing to
smashes, no less than seven times, and what I disliked
most about it was my inability to "look on."

There was nothing for it but to grind on at my
crammers, and a terrible ordeal it became. Except for
events and faces I have always been cursed with an
exceptionally bad memory, and incessant, cruelly hard
work can alone make up for the lack of a good one. For
upwards of a year I used to studv from twelve to four-